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THE

ANNUNCIATION

Hail Mary, full of grace,
We pray of you to bear us peace
So that hostilities of every race
At long, long, last will cease.
—ANNE

Page two

MATSON

THE

University of Dayton
Baponent
=
VOL.

XLIII

MARCH,

“SEND THESE
@ By Apa Kay

- - - TOME”

Bomrorp

An interview by the editor.

()1
I AM BUT A SIMPLE MAN who loves
America and who is proud of his American citizenship.” ‘This is what Pvt. Nazir protests, even in
the face of piles of clippings attesting to his brilliance
and talent. Yet, he still is a simple man. His enthusiasm and professions of faith are sincere and unaffected.
You remember Pyt. Phiroze Nazir as the man who
spoke to us at assembly a few weeks ago. He talked
to us about ourselves and of something we possess
which we still don’t appreciate sufficiently. He
likened our citizenship to the sunshine. When sunshine is all we see we

can’t

see

the

terror

threatening clouds.

of

dark,

Now we are sitting together, talking easily. I feel
as though I’ve known this man for a long time. I do
know him, I’ve heard him when his soul spoke in the
warmth that flows from his soul . . . I’ve seen the
darkness of his eyes kindle when the thoughts behind
them were those of his people and his beliefs. When
I say “his people,” I mean his kindred in India, his
friends in America, his brothers all over the world.
He is a true “citizen of the world,” but with America

as his first love.

For he has given inventions to our country, the
fruits of his life work and education. His education—
a varied one it has been. In the Indian elementary
schools the children learn other languages.
(Can progressive America adopt an idea for her own schools? )
After graduation from aviation school he became a research engineer and was granted a fellowship created
especially for him to the University of London. After
studying and lecturing there he came to America, lectured here and in Canada, then to the west coast to act

as technical director in several motion pictures.

But this was a wonderful

country!

She was doing

much for him; was he doing enough for her?

He te-

1945

No.

3

linquished profitable positions and joined the
army.
He has already donated several inventions to our
government which have saved many lives of boys
in this
war.
Now, happy to work at Wright Field no one
wears a private’s uniform more proudly than he.
And now he thanks me for taking my time to
write

about

him.

I learn that

pecially

to give

muddy,

he

me

is tired,

this

he

has

come

interview.

he will give

many

into

town

es-

His boots

are

lectures

this

week and next, and yet he is “happy always to
talk
about America.” He says fervently: “I found
America

the one place where I can stand up and say
before the
whole world, ‘Here I have the Truth.
I have found
it and I may live it.’ ”

Eagerly he displays pictures of his family . . . the
fine featured philosopher uncle, his grandparents,
his
brothers, his three lovely sisters, his “conservativ
e

father,” and his “sweet mother,” the woman “to
whom
accrues all my success, my inspiration, my ambiti
ons.”

Balancing the conservatism of his father, his dynamic

mother stirred him to awareness of the romant
ic and
adventurous. I feel as if I know this woman: too,
with

her marvelous

intellect, a fund

which

an

she,

as

Indian

of energy and a will

woman,

must

have

had

to

check often. But a mother can imbue her son with
the power to accomplish what she has not been able
to do.

Seldom have I heard a more interesting philosophy
than his. It includes many salient points, and practices which we could accept with great benefit. You
remember, as he stood on the stage, Nazir stretched
his arms toward us, palms upward. Then he explained
how things pass through this world in a continuous
cycle. We must keep our hands Open so we don’t
break the cycle. Once we become grasping and take
something out for ourselves, it is lost to the whole
world. We clench our fist, thus we can no longer receive anything.
To him

and those of his belief, fire is

a medium

of

worshipping God. Fire is the purifying element. Now
the world is aflame with war but he sees it as a purifying process, hard and slow to be sure, but in the end, it

(Continued on Page 18)
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TWIN

TOWERS

@ By Caries

MuULCcRONE
“fighting Irish” were not beaten. ‘They retaliated by
wearing green caps during the entire last week of the
school year.

Erin Go Bragh.

twin granite towers of old St. Vincent's
Te
Church cast their shadows on a_ neighborhood
comprising predominantly Irish and Italian elements.
It would seem that the twin granite towers were built
just for this period in the history of St. Vincent’s Parish to symbolize in stone these two nationalities, almost
equally strong, independent and influential in their
parallel quests for social ascendency within the parish
boundaries. Between the Irish and Italians of St. Vincent’s a good-natured war wages, each nationality striving to gain the higher social recognition.

Perhaps this striving for greater recognition is most
strikingly evinced by the playful bantering between the
Irish and Italian children of the parochial school.
Many

of the children feel that to them, rather than to

their busy elders, is reserved the duty of pursuing to
the very finish these quests for recognition. ‘The “mi
norities,”

usually

Germans

and Poles,

take sides with

either of the “major powers,” Irish or Italian, depending on such circumstances as numbers: or even fists.
But, a good-natured atmosphere prevails.

It is generally agreed in the parish and its environs
that the Irish element has the more desirable social position at the present time. This position they aim to
hold, despite opposition from their Italian neighbors.

Practically every team in the school embraces the
traditional “fighting Irish” epithet. ‘The “minority”
factions humbly acquiesce, under the pressure of Irish
athletic superiority, but the Italians patiently bide their
time for the day when numbers if not skill can overthrow their sacred epithet, “fighting Ivish.” A recent
graduating class, strong in Irish sentiments, came close
to stamping an indelibly Irish mark on the future of
the school, when it sought to replace the school colors,
blue and white, by a proud green and gold combination. Their efforts to force an abdication of the blue
and white regime in favor of the green and gold one,
were reaching a significant peak in parish circles until,

in desperation, the Italians rallied strength against the

Irish cause on the grounds that the Blessed Virgin's
colors, blue and white, were gradually being forced into
oblivion in this drama of local national feeling. ‘The
efforts of the Irish faction on the question of school

colors immediately subsided.

Perhaps

anything pertaining to the Mother of

their love for

God

impelled

them to cease their efforts towards introducing green

and gold school colors. But the Irish faction sought
other outlets for manifestations of strength. ‘The
Page four

If the Irish position in the social circles of St. Vincent’s Parish is the more desirable at the present time,
it is at the same time the more precarious. Slowly,
patiently, the Italian element is rising to snatch that
desirable position from Irish hands and claim it for
Italian purposes. It must be remembered, though,
that a good-natured feeling prevails.
In

recent

years,

the

Italians

have

manifested

a

strength in the parish, the like of which is unknown to
St. Vincent’s “old-timers.”
It is especially on St. Joseph’s day, two days after March 17, that Italian
strength tries to surge forth in all its brilliant colors.
The Italian representation at the parish High Mass on
that day is remarkable because, for some reason, these
good people lay a special claim to St. Joseph’s powerful
intercession in Heaven. But the Irish do not mind to
see themselves

outnumbered

in Church

on March

19,

St. Joseph’s day. What they seem to resent is the fact
that the Italians have a colorful procession to the
Church on that day led by a man and woman costumed as Joseph and Mary and a lovable bambino depicting the Boy Jesus Himself. Some day soon: Irish
wrath may exceed bounds and the Irish will want to
march into St. Vincent’s Church waving a bright green
flag, and led by

a man

and woman

dressed as St. Pat-

rick and St. Bridget respectively.
The Italian turnout on St. Joseph’s day is a manifestation of their efforts towards the goal they have
unconsciously set. However, the Italians are still relatively far from their goal. ‘Their display on March 19
fails to compete with Irish demonstrations on St. Pattick’s day, when

Solemn

vestments),

a holiday

Mass

High

and

an

from

is celebrated
enchanting

school

is declared, a

(but without

green

program

Celtic

of

music, dancing and drama make up the order of the
day.

The twin granite towers of old St. Vincent’s Church
will continue to cast their shadows on the Irish and
Italian elements under them for some time to come.
We have made these towers symbolize the parallel efforts of both nationalities towards the outstanding social recognition in the parish circles, and this symbol,

too, will probably hold fast for a good number of years
to come. Like the twin granite towers of their parish
Church,

these

nationalities

their own goals, and

like

shoot

these

steadfastly

towards

twin

granite

same

towers their efforts melt and are lost under the roof
of that same Church they both dearly love.

TRAIN
@

By

Roserr

RIDE
N.

TO

DESTINY
that the car wasn’t swaying as it had been when he
went to sleep. The sound of the rumbling wheels
had completely disappeared.

SHERMAN

Way out west.
T

HE train moved over the empty desert country
with an easy swaying motion, monotonous and
drowsy. The young man lolling in the chair with his
legs crossed before him was beginning to succumb to
the rhythmic clacking of the iron wheels on the track.
He, Kirk Hawes, was on his way clear across the
United States, from New Hampshire; on his way to a
wedding, his own wedding, but he wasn’t even thinking about that or the nearness of it. He was hardly
thinking at all. All he knew or cared at the moment
was that he felt wonderful, warm

and full with an ex-

tra sensation of beauty. Through half-closed eyes he
watched the desert and its spectacular scenery whisk
past; it was dusk in the West and the sky was a series
of glorious splotches of color. Now and then a small
town or village flashed by and with a suddenness would
melt into the east.

And

still the train strove onward,

a mere ribbon upon the vast domain

of the desert.

The observation car was deserted except for him
and a nicely dressed young
woman seated opposite
him, her feet curled up underneath her in childlike
fashion, one arm

flung over

the

back

of

her

chair.

She also was ruled by the mystically powerful hand of
the West. The last dying rays from the setting sun
caught her fair head and transformed it into red gold.
Just as Kirk fell asleep he thought how beautiful she

was, and then he thought of Jill.

Jill was the girl he

was on the way to marry.
Once he woke as they were pulling out of Albuquerque, and it was night and the girl with the red-gold
hair was still sitting there gazing out of the window.
He didn’t remember anything then until he realized
someone was shaking him by the shoulder, and he
couldn’t wake up because he was too relaxed and
peaceful. But then as he sat up there was the girl
standing beside him saying some fantastic, ridiculous,
impossible thing.
“You've got to do something! You've got to help
me! The train has gone off and left us, nght out
here in the middle of nowhere.

outside!”

And besides, it’s dark

Her voice was wild.

Kirk could only sit there until he regained his senses
fully.
make

He rubbed his face with his hands and tried to
out

what

she had

said.

It was

then

he

noticed

He rose anxiously, with the girl standing very small
and bewildered beside him. Beyond the windows niglit
had settled down, gray and blue, with stars peppering
the dome of the nocturnal world.
“Tl look out and see what’s what,” he said huskily.
The girl took his arm. “Wait, I'l go with you. I’m
frightened!”
“What could possibly harm you? Apparently we
two are the only human beings out here.”
“But suppose another train happens to use this same
track?”
Kirk hesitated.
Okay, come on.”

“Well,

I hadn’t

thought

of that.

He held open the heavy door that divided the observation car from the rest of the train and they stepped
out on the platform into the coolness of an Arizona
night. For a moment the silence of the surrounding
waste startled them. The land was desolate and
stretched away on every side as far as the eye could
see; here and there the dark bulk of a mountain disrupted the platitude of the horizon.

Stepping down into the sand Kirk helped the girl to
descend. Strange, he thought, how very small but
how very pretty she is. He tried to visualize Jill, his
own dear Jill, but he could not. ‘There was someone
else’s face instead, a face surrounded

by flowing, deep

gold.
So there was nothing else to do but start walking or
stay where they were. They chose to walk. Who
would not walk on a gorgeous night such as this one.
“Do you think we'll ever get anywhere?” she asked.
“Anything is better than sitting back there,” he told
her.

For more than an hour they followed the tracks of
the train. Miles and miles of iron
fore them, and Kirk noticed the
the girl wading through the sand
high-heeled pumps, attempting to
own long strides.
He stopped.

railing stretched be.
pathetic efforts of
beside him in her
keep up with his

“Why don’t you take those shoes off?

It would be easier to walk, I think.”
“T was afraid to,” she said, “I didn’t

wait.” Supporting herself on his arm
carded the bothersome footwear.

think

she soon

He had to laugh and then she did too.
tiful when

she laughs,

Kirk

you'd

dis-

Also beau-

noted.
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“I’m sorry,” he said apologetically.

“Guess I didn’t

realize how fast I was travelling.”
“We

must have

covered a

state,”

she

gazing back over the expanse of track.
out of sight.”
It
abled
from
from

was
the
the
the

considered,

“The car is

“We

won’t

again and walked along very close
walk so fast this time,”

he told

her.
There was no answer.
far-off

distance,

and

she

Only a wolf howled
clutched

his arm

in the

tightly,

a

troubled look twisting her red mouth.
“Scared?” he questioned.
“No.” The quality of her voice was rather unconvincing.

at the last place we stopped.”
“And I was on my way to

be married—tomorrow.”
“Oh, I’m so sorry!” she said, and squeezed his arm
sympathetically. But there was something else in her
voice.
“Don’t be sorry for me. Maybe this is the way it
was meant to be.”
“Do you believe in fate?”
“I don’t know,” he reflected. “Usually things do

work themselves out for the best.”
“Maybe!
What about this?”
“Well, you’ve got to admit it’s out of the ordinary.’
Kirk looked down at her. “I don’t believe I caught
your name.”

“I don’t believe
“Let’s not

The moonlight silvered her hair and the night grew
colder as it drew nearer dawn.
She nodded.

“Thanks.

‘“‘Kirk—that’s a nice name.”

end.

For

this

while,

into

obscurity.

Alone

a strength

in

the

that made

Bending his head he kissed her on the mouth, tenderly, with all the feeling and meaning that possessed
his body. Her arms went around his neck and _ iter
eyes closed.
A new day was descending upon their desert world
as the first fingers of light streaked over the sky with
scarlet.

mustn’t,”

she

said,

She

turned

biting

her

away
lips

from
fiercely.

?

The girl leaned against Kirk and he gently embraced
her.
“Here, you're chilling,” he noticed. As he held her
she trembled slightly, and removing his coat he draped
it about her shoulders.
“But you don’t even know my name,” she managed
wanly.
“Does that matter to a man in love?” The reply was
deep with concern. “Whatever the name is, I’m sure
it will be perfect. It would have to be. It couldn’t
be otherwise.”
“Darling,” she reiterated with a sigh of contentment,
“T’'m in love too. I only wanted to be sure of it.”
His heart stopped. Then their lips met again and
an eternity slipped by.
“No, it wasn’t the moonlight,” Kirk said huskily, stil]
embracing the girl. Now his hand caressed the hair
that was turned red-gold in the rising glory of the early
morning sun.

better.

start

ahead again, or we'll be lost out here forever!”
“I wouldn’t mind in the least,” he snapped

Breaking away, she told him: “We’d_

back

His eyes went suddenly

merrily.

to hers and they held there, for a long while, it seemed.

“But
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And yours—?”

never

“This girl, the one you're going to marry, she—” Her
voice broke and tears sprang to her eyes.
“Darling, something else has happened since that.
Can't you see?” ‘There was a warmth of feeling glowing in Kirk’s face. He placed his hands on her arms
and again they looked at one another. “Yes! I’m absolutely sure of it.”
“What is it that you’re sure of?”
“Sure now that I could never love anybody but you.”

“You've got me there. The only reason I can imagine is that the connections between the cars broke
loose.”
“Yes, they were banging around repairing something

Her lips quirked in a little smile.

would

moonglow they had strength,
two hearts beat as one.

“We

have happened ”

I threw it.”
“Oh, come now,” he ventured quickly.
get technical. They call me Kirk Hawes.”

night

The girl broke the spell.
him.

After they had walked for quite a distance, keeping
as near the track as was possible without endangering
their footing, she said: “What do you suppose could

Kirk smiled ironically.

this

nothing else existed but these two. Beyond was oblivion. They were free of everything; all earthly goods

and ties diminished

true. They had rounded a curve which entrain to bypass a sheer precipice. The light
moon cast a myriad of long, jagged shadows
mountain onto the sand.

She took his arm
to him.

It was a particle of forever and he was aware of a wish
that

I would.

I can’t

stand

wolf

meat!”

‘Their laughter was clear and resilient.

here and I'll go down and ask them where we are.”

‘The sun moved lazily in the heavens, climbing inevitably higher and higher. Murky shadows of the
night before declined as it rose and soon were completely vanished. It was good, the sun, as it warmed
their backs while they walked. ‘Time passed quickly
and now this demon in the sky beat down with all its
fury. ‘The miles were eaten up doggedly and they did
not talk. It was all they could manage to keep from
dropping with fatigue.

“Funny

man,

we’re in Heaven.”

‘The trees swallowed him up, and his footsteps faded
and mingled in the whispering of the leaves. A short
while later he returned, bearing a wheelbarrow before
him.
“This is for you, baby,’ he called out gaily, and then

Soon the terrain became less rugged. Now the land
was green, and lush trees spread thick shade over
ground that was not sand and rock.

smiled down on her. Sleep had finally been victorious and a cherubic smile parted her lips. So he lifted
her exhausted body onto the makeshift contraption
and wheeled her easily down to the valley floor. The
descent was made with directness. Kirk’s mind overflowed as if a waterfall were contained inside him.

Turning to him, the girl spoke wearily.
we'd better stop awhile. I feel rather weak.”

ried her through the picketed fence and up the path

“Maybe

Kirk saw the sick look in her eyes. “It’s tough going, I know, darling.” He pointed to a clump of trees
in the distance. “I'll carry you up to those, and then
we can rest. We've walked half the day away already.”
‘Tenderly, he lifted her in his arms, and she clung
to him, her fingers fondling his dark head.
“I want to hear you say my name,” she glanced up
suddenly. “You never have.”
Placing her beneath the branches of the stately cottonwoods he bent and kissed her softly.
“Laura,”
he murmured.
“My
dearest, darling
Laura.”

Laura murmured

“Kirk, how

did you

know

“You've been carrying that handbag all along.
written on it plain as day.”

he car-

to the house.
“Where am I?” she asked.

He kissed her.

“Safe in my arms.”

An elderly couple stood smiling approvingly
from
the doorway. Their beckon was comforting.
“See that?” Kirk pointed to a sign nailed on the
door. It was not a very pretentious one, but nevertheless it was a sign.
Laura

looked

at it, at the man

and

woman

standing

inside, and then up at Kirk.
“Darling,” she whispered, “This must be Number 10
Lullaby Lane.” She flung back her head and under

the sunlight her hair was burnished red-gold.
On

Startled, she asked,

almost unintelligibly when

the sign was printed:

”

It’s

Justice

Of

The

Peace

There in her lap the bag lay, brazenly baring the
truth.
“But I still have one on you,” she smirked, making
a cradle for her golden head with her hands and lying
back.
“What's that?”
“My last name, silly!”
“Oh well, what does that matter?”
He grinned.
“You'll not be needing it for very long, anyhow.”
With a searching glance around he noticed, from a
slope a slight ways off, a rolling valley enveloping rows
and rows of fruit trees which precipitated slowly behind this lonely group of cottonwoods.
“Hey!” he exclaimed. “There’s a house down there.

We're saved after all.”
“Are we?” Laura commented lazily.
“Bet ‘cha any money this is California.

Wait right
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THE PROBLEMS OF A MODERN

FOOD

MARKET

@ By Mary ANN KEssEN
A problem that. becomes a headache.

AST summer I had the opportunity of working in
a modern food market. This proved to be an education as well as an enjoyable experience. I learned
about the many problems that are confronting the
grocer today, such as food rationing, ceiling prices, and
the scarcity of merchandise.

War conditions have brought many problems of
food distribution which have been given the cousiderIn order to insure
ation of statesmen and economists.
an equal distribution of foods, a system of rationing has
been evolved. This system is based on the number of
points allowed each person, and the point values in

turn are governed by the scarcity

of different foods.

This point system, while being suitable to the majority
of people, has entailed a considerable amount of additional labor to the retail food merchant. Food charts
are sent to the grocer specifying the point value for
each kind of food that is rationed,

and he marks

this

on the price cards. ‘The merchant must collect the
necessary points as well as the cash when rationed food
is sold. Every ten days these points are counted and
a
deposited in a checking account which operates in
merchant
The
account.
similar manner to a cash
draws on this checking account to replenish his supply
of rationed foods. All this adds up to a headache for
a small business man who has little spare time.

Rationing also has its human interest. For example, little Johnny Jones usually forgets his mother’s
rationing points and he has to make twice as many
trips to the store as is necessary. Another customer
will order quantities of canned goods, and when the
grocer asks her for the ration points, she gasps and
says, “Oh! I don’t have enough stamps.” ‘The merchant usually handles this situation by substituting
some of the canned foods with fresh vegetables and
fruits which are not rationed.
The government has set up the Office of Price Administration to take care of the distribution and price
control of all materials. This office has classified food
markets into three groups according to the volume of
sales. Each grocer must display signs showing to

which class he belongs, and he must mark the price of

each item that is rationed. Customers have been
asked to check these lists and to report any violation to
It is difficult to
the Office of Price Administration.
explain to some customers why an article may be sold
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at one price in a small store and at another price in a
larger food market.
‘This is because the price allowed
each merchant varies according to the classification to
which his store belongs. Goods may be sold under,
but never over, ceiling prices.
The third problem confronting the grocer is the
scarcity of merchandise.
In the American way of
living, the greater part of our fruits and vegetables are
packed in tin. One of the most valuable war metals
is tin, and only a small percentage of it is allocated to
civilian use. Some attempts have been made to use
glass jars as a substitute, but these have not proved
satisfactory because some foods cannot be preserved in
glass. The lack of canning facilities has resulted in a
shortage of canned food. Most grocers have had the
experience of having their orders come in from the
wholesale stores to find as high as fifty per cent of the
items marked “not available.” This scarcity holds
good on items other than canned food, such as paper
items, soaps and bleaches. Paper is used to wrap
articles of war, and glycerine now helps to make dynamite instead of soap. The chemicals which were formerly used to make bleaches are now used to make disinfectants for the hospitals. ‘The general public is
willing to sacrifice these comforts to bring a more
speedy end to this war.
On the whole, I believe the grocers are to be commended for their efforts. While there may be a few
who are not living up to the spirit and letter of the

law, the majority of them are doing all they can to see
that food prices are held to a low level. All of the
grocers will heave a sigh of relief when peace has come
again, and business has settled down

which prevailed before Pearl Harbor.

to the conditions

LOBBYING
®@ By Marrua

IN AMERICAN

May

GOVERNMENT

CHaney

As a citizen are you interested
in your government?
TF

OBBYING has often been called the “Third
House” of the “Invisible Government.”
It is
really an institution by which influence is brought to
bear upon legislators and administration.
The lobby in this country has anything but a desirable reputation. ‘The feeling among most people is
that the lobby is the special creation of “big business
interests” which use it to procure or defeat legislation.
Some hold it responsible for the defeat of legislation
that is not enacted in the public interest. It is accused
of all sorts of questionable methods used to secure its
ends. ‘The word “lobbyist” has acquired such an odorous connotation that those men now falling in that
class choose to be called by some other name.
“‘Legislative agent” and “legislative counsel,’ are two of
these terms now in use. For the most part people
have formed the opinions without looking into the
subject thoroughly or taking into consideration that
lobbying may be different now from what it was in the
past.

public, through pamphlet, press releases, and other material sent directly to members. The downfall of this
organization, to my notion, is this: corporation and
other groups can afford to pay the lobbyists neat sums
to stay in Washington and assert their wishes; whereas the majority of people are not organized completely enough on this issue and in general cannot or are
not willing, financially, to send men, to represent them
in this manner.
It is true that lobbyists have done a great amount of
harm, but the amount of good done by certain groups
of these seems to equalize, if not surmount the harm
done, as far as good government goes. For example
those groups working for the betterment of the
educational program, trying to get certain adjustments
in the school system, more materials and facilities for
use by the schools, and therefore generally producing
better conditions all the way round, not only for children, but also for the teachers, cannot be called a

harmful lobby.

An old definition for lobbying was this: any interest
to substitute for public interest a private interest influencing legislation.
Lobbying activities are by no means a new development in American politics. Methods of influencing
legislation have changed from time to time, but one
form or another has been used by those seeking favorable action from legislation for many years.
Lobbying is not limited to the national government,
but is carried on in the state government also. ‘There
have been many attempts to organize at Washington
the people’s lobby to look after the people’s interests
- - to compete with “big business” interests. Perman-

Information about the activities is furnished in a
number of ways. It is furnished to individual legislators through their mail or by personal interviews between the lobbyist and the legislator. It is published
in the press for public consumption and also systematically presented to committees, assigned to decide
about what shall happen to a bill. Many bills “die”
in this committee stage because of the influence of the
lobbyists. Such groups so little heard about are some
of the most important groups working in our own goyernment. ‘They are sometimes accepted as equal to
our parties.

‘There are two methods in active use of influencing
legislation: facts and ideas are presented congressmen,
and bills and resolutions are submitted through progressive senators and representatives. Information is

I write this to create an interest in our government.
So few people know what really goes on when a bill
is passed and it should be a duty, not a privilege to
know.
People are willing to accept blindly the bills
passed by Congress, with help from the lobby, thinking that they are all right because congressmen are
superior in intellect and power. Really they are not.
‘They are only people like us, who when taking care
of their duties are looking after our interests. So why
should we not cooperate with them and give thein

given to us, the people, or in other words, the general

our ideas, so that they may work in our interests?

ent quarters were

set up there and

an attempt

to in-

crease the power of representation was made. For a
time the organization prospered, but it has not gained
much or even stayed within public view.
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WHEN

TOMORROW

@ By

DIBrey

Marian

CAME
each other as they did so. Connie opened her eyes,
looked to see if any had rolled too far out on the
hearth, and turned over. She had to get some sleep.

Story with a
surprise ending.

ONNIE

lay on the sofa before the open

fire

burning on the hearth. It had been a hard day.
After tucking in the babies and checking the doors she
had bathed herself and brushed her hair. ‘Tired but
not sleepy she had turned out the lights and lay down
covering her legs with a warm blanket. As she lay
there gazing into the fire, watching the flames leap toward the chimney, her thoughts turned to her husband.
Ken had been across two years now. ‘Time was
when he had shared an evening such as this with her,
dreaming their future together. But where - - where
was he tonight? Somewhere in the Pacific was all she
knew. His last letter was dated the fifteenth, only six
days ago. He was in Guam, but would be moving before long. Perhaps by now he was seeing action again,
perhaps he was wounded or even —. But she would
not let herself think this. Hope must live. And with

this she took her rosary from the pocket in her robe
and prayed, “God give us strength.”
When her fingers had completed their daily rounds,
Connie replaced the rosary and sat up to tuck in her
feet a little better. As she fell back upon the pillow,
her eye caught the reflection of light upon the china
tea-set on the coffee table. Mentally she found herself picking up one of the beautiful and dainty cups
and reading, as she had done many times: Royal Kaga
Nippon.
Gracious little Nipponese
walked through the village
curled

roofs

and

arched

women in their tunics
gardens. And quaintly

bridges,

too,

added

interest

to the painting on these little tea-cups. Will these
Easterners ever again turn to so quiet an occupation as
making china or growing tea?
These
un-God

“monkeys”
like,

theorists

are inhuman,

to say nothing

of the American

of

“‘master-race”

are saying. And they suggest the Japanese be eradicated from the face of the earth. Why, Japs even lack
some kind of bone in their noses. Connie had forgotten just what kind. If anyone resented these aggressors it would be someone like herself. Keenly she
felt the injury and death of former classmates, rela-

tives and friends at the hands of the Japanese.

[ven

Ken’s absence and possible non-return is to be
uted to the wickedness of their distorted
“How long will this thing last anyway?” she
herself. The logs fell with a thud, scraping

attribminds.
asked
against
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It was not yet light, but men
houses — men

were

leaving

their

with black hair, yellow-tinted skin, and

slanting eyes. They were not in uniform but in ordinary working clothes. By the type of clothes they
wore it was easy to discern that some worked in fields
near

by;

others,

in factories:

foundaries,

and

offices.

Some went to a shop whose placard read Royal Kaga
Nippon.
Going to their lockers these men put on overalls or
aprons. ‘They worked in various departments. Some
converted the “slip” into clay. Others perfected it;
and still others prepared it for the molds, trimmed and
smoothed it. Pressers shaped the dish carefully against
the pattern of the mold.

When

perfect it was “fired,”

then painted or stamped, and finally glazed.

A soft carpet beneath her feet, Connie stood before
an array of beautifully patterned Royal Kaga Nippon
china.
It was so hard to decide which set of dishes
to buy. But Ken had said it was up to her — so finally her decision rested on the blue with butterflies

and Japanese lanterns.

‘They looked like tiny master-

pieces of mosaic art.
The door bell rang. Connie ran to answer it, for
she had seen the delivery truck turn into the drive.
The precious dishes had come. “Oh, just wait until
Ken sees them,” she said half aloud as she opened the
door.

‘The man carried the box in, but he placed it on

the table so hard it seemed
broken into a million bits.

every

dish

must

have

“Do be careful!” she cried.
“Yes: Mama,” Nancy answered.
Connie awoke with a start. She had been dreaming. Tommy was shaking the steel gate on his metal
bed — a pre-war bargain. Nancy was running up the
stairs to release him from his prison.
The Nipponese were not busy again in their porcelain shops. Ken was not home. There was no blue
Royal Kaga Nippon china with butterflies and Japanese lanterns.
She had shut off the alarm in her sleep evidently,
when she dreamed she was answering the door bell.
The fire was out on the hearth. But it was a warm
day, so she would not need it. In fact it was a very
pretty day — a fine day to hang the wash outside.

THE

AMERICAN

DREAM
You,
Will
And
The
Will
How

You, Johnny Jones

Private, U. S. Infantry,
You

are the American

dream.

I can see you turn your steel-clad head
To

smile at me - - - that friendly,

crooked

grin.

G. I. Johnny
be coming home again.
you who make our country
greatest on the earth
tend the flame of liberty.
well you know its worth!

And I can hear your husky voice.

Those words that come from deep within

Because you left a part of you

Your heart.

In some dismal foreign hell,

Because your eyes will ever see
The G. I. Joes who fell,

“You must be wrong,
I’m not the guy,
Me, I’m a private
Plain G. I.
The captain, the major
Are both up ahead.
Or maybe you want

Because you can’t, you won’t forget
Because you'll work and scheme

To keep the trust they left to you,
You, Johnny Jones,
Private, U. S. Infantry,
You are the American dream!

‘The colonel instead.

—Rira

Gosh, I’m no hero

With medals of gold.
All I do is
What I’m told.”
Funny, those words - - I don’t know why,
Bring on a sudden urge
To cry.
Maybe because
At the start of the war
There were Infantry boys
On Corregidor.
Or maybe because

On Hill 609
They just followed orders
From up the line.
Or maybe because
At Anzio

The unbeatable man
Was a G. I, Joe.
Or maybe because
In the Hurtgen wood
The foot-sloggin’ gang
Did all they could.
Or maybe because
When we reach Berlin
The infantry lad

Will be first to march in.

*
DID

YOU

WRITE

Did
You
You
Your

you write
promised
did! So
soldier is

Did
You
You
Your

you write
promised
didn’t!
sailor is

*

McGarry

*

TODAY?

your soldier a letter?
to write, you know.
that’s the reason
smiling so.

your sailor a letter?
to write, you know.
So that’s the reason
feeling so low.

They’re counting so much on letters,
They should get at least two or three
From the folks at home, from the girl they love,
And some from you and me.
For there’s nothing that “peps-up” a fellow
Like a newsy letter or two
And there’s nothing that lets him down so hard
As the words, “No mail for you.”
So pick up your pen and paper
And write him a letter today;
Fill it with newsy, cheery thoughts,
And send it on its way.

Yes, Johnny Jones
I do mean you - - -

To the north and south, to the east and west,

You are the American dream
And soon - - Across the broad ocean

And pray the Lord will bless them all

And over the plain,

Wherever our boys may be,
On

land, in the air, on the sea.
—Huvusert

Esrasproox
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17:40 “And he took his staff, which

he had always in his hands and chose him five
smooth stones out of the brook, and put them
into the shepherd’s scrip which he had with
him, and he took a sling in his hand, and
went forth against the Philistine.”

The first two are Fear and Ignorance.
Perhaps the third of these evils is Materialism.
“If we come into this world empty handed, and we
leave it the same way, why are you fondling that gold,
King Midas?”
‘The “Midas touch” is a curse - - yet we honor it.
The ignorant or evil man may have full coffers and we
fawn upon him. ‘The stature of a man is too often
adjudged by his bank account.
In this world
millionaires

of hunger,
...

like

and lack, and pain
Eastman,

who

there

committed

suicide after amassing a fortune . . . like the one who
built what is believed to be the most beautiful mansion
in the world. It stands on a cliff on the coast of
Florida, visible only to sailors who chance to pass by.
They, and the owner and his friends were the only
ones who knew what the gorgeous place looked like.
So the rich man “enjoyed” his palace for a few years
and

died.

Rich

temples,

fine

apparel,

even

works

of

art,

crumble and fade. He who pursues the sensual, who
hungers and thirsts after the material, finds them sting-

ing nettles in his grasp.

‘These men - - what is the na-

ture of their bequests to the world? ‘The only things
of a man which may live and give inspiration to the
generations to follow are his words and his works.
It is almost incredible to find that the men
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who

McGarry

BEVERLY

‘l';OMPKINS

“Whether I come to my own today
thousand or ten million years,

You are a David - - battling how many Goliaths?
The Psalmist, in his youth, slew the giant using “five
smooth stones.” Against which evils shall we hurl our
five?

are

Rira

KLOPF

lasting benefits to their world were frequently in need
of the necessities of life. And those great ones who
had more than they needed, like St. Francis of Assissi,
Jane Addams, Emily Lazarus, Ilorence Nightingale,
realized that the value of a fortune lies in the good
one spreads with it. ‘Thoreau, Francis ‘Thompson,
William Saroyan, Walt Whitman - - examples of free,
nature-loving people who would laugh if they were offered a diamond crown and a platinum palace. Whitman said it:

(Third in a series of five)
1

KLEIN

IsABEL

MULCRONE

gave

I can

cheerfuly

take

it now,

or

in

or with equal

ten

cheer-

fulness I can wait.”
That “my own” wouldn’t include material mansions.
It is good to think of the “Father’s mansion” as our
own.
Yes, here is an

“ism”

we

are

scarcely

aware

of.

Others are more immediate in their menace—Naziism,
communism, nationalism, atheism.
Materialism wears

a bland smile and is easy to become acquainted with.
Its finger beckons

to the splendid

hall, the feast, and

the dancing. ‘The simple man who has followed finds
these pleasures beginning to pall about the midnight
hour. He must leave, but how?
It is dark, the wind
battles every tree, every dwelling, every human thing in

its path and his arms are piled high with rich gifts.
He can scarcely see his way. So he sits - - and waits
.. trapped. As he waits he sees the dancers fall, one
by one, the merry makers

stumble stupidly about, and

the ladies sleep in their chairs and snore. The lights
grow dim and their jewelry glows with the phosphorous

dullness

of paste.

His arms

ache,

so he drops

the

treasures and flees back to his simple life.
How

Biblical

teachers

strived to lift thoughts

values spiritward, to teach us to “be not conformed

and
to

this world, but transformed in the newness of your
mind.”
Christ warned us that the less we have of this
world the more we have of the next when he spoke of
the difficulty

of heaven;

the rich man

when

He

gave

has to enter

the kingdom

to all men

the vision of

“the depth of the riches of the wisdom
Gr Seok:

and knowledge
AK:

ESCAPE

World War II is bigger,
More than that F.D.R.’s

- - “O for a lodge in some vast wilderness.
Some boundless contiguity of shade,
Where rumor of oppression and deceit,
Of unsuccessful

than other presidents.

plane and all the other things, large and small, in this
Cowper

When human blunder seems to stifle many vestiges
of perfection and beauty in our world the urge to leave
it all and seek refuge somewhere far beyond the reach
of people becomes most importunate. When the affairs of man are at their most human and least divine
phase the sight and the very consciousness of them is
burdensome. The desire to forget them and turn to
other horizons is a very universal one, grown from an
inherent

and

basic

taste of

man

Interested in the war and its

effects on international relations: the President is interested in every soldier, sailor, marine, ship, gun, tank,

or successful war,

Might never reach me more.”
—William

broader, wider, and deeper.
tastes are far more catholic

for perfection

and,

like his other desires, is never satisfied completely.
The world has known many who have tried to escape but few have done so with any measure of success.
The word “escapist” is now a prominent one since the
world is so full of things that encourage escape, but
escapist does not fully signify the multiplicity of
methods that can be used. There is the fleer who
abandons everything in a mad dash, not knowing why
he flees or what he seeks. He is unlike the eluder and
the evader who, by dexterity and skill free themselves
from the disagreeable objects, but, in spite of their
tricks and wiles, so often find themselves no better
than the simple fleer. It is he who “takes arms against
a sea of troubles, and by opposing ends them” who is
the victor. Though he even fails in ending them he
has achieved his escape in the glory of the struggle and
inwardly he never yearns for the “lodge in some vast
wilderness.”

SRC.

eH
LE
PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT
A great tragedy to the Nation, of the first
War was the death of Woodrow Wilson. He
ways been the athletic type in his youth.
frail in stature, Wilson worked and worried
the years of war to his death.

World
had alThough
through

He could never relax, always grim and tense, feverish. To get a thing done came natural to Wilson.
When his biggest job was finished he grieved himself
to death over the defeat of his dream of a league of
nations.
The present tenant in 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue is
a champ of another build.
Franklin Delano Rooseinches tall — he has
two
feet,
six
velt, age sixty-one,
emerged the head man
of the United
Nations.

Roosevelt’s job in this conflict is greater than that any
other president has ever faced. Everything about

war.

Why this man who was struck down by polio in
1920 and why this man who is paralyzed from his hips
down, wearing braces for more than two decades has
stayed so healthy, restful, aggressive, and humanely
alert through twelve years in office would take more
knowledge of physiology than we possess to completely
treat.

Our president today is saddled with more federal
agencies than Wilson would have dreamed could exist.
Aside from these domestic cares, he has become a patron of and father confessor to England, Australia,
Canada, China, Russia, the Republics down to our

South and all the Republics and Kingdoms in exile.
To boot he is Commander in Chief of the greatest
Army and Navy in history. Yet he can always grin
enroute to any decision.
“Too

much

work”

friends

tell him, but

here is his

answer to them all: “Once I spent two full years in
bed, after an attack of infantile paralysis. And during every waking hour of those two years, I applied
myself to the task of trying to make my toes move.
But at the end of those two years, though I never
stopped trying, I had failed to move even one toe. After that, no job seems very tough.”
Franklin
week,

spends

Roosevelt,
more

champion

than

one

of the

hundred

forty

hours

hour

a week

at his desk working on problems. Conferences begin
at eight in the morning and around midnight the president is propped up in bed talking to his valet, playing
with his dog, or conferring with a world leader. Between his breakfast tray and last caller, is packed a day
that would kill a horse.
Yet he can grin, stick a fresh cigarette in his long

holder, cock it jauntily in his mouth and go on with
his world problems.

Before Pearl Harbor,

he would

always take an afternoon dip in the White House pool,
have a rub down and relax after dinner but now there
are extra conferences, letters to dictate, phone

calls to

make, and yet with a clear mind he can lie down at
night and sleep as though he had not a care in this
world.
We all, young and old, should thank God for our
president and ask Him to strengthen him and guide
him, so that he will lead this country out of war to

a permanent peace through Christ our Lord. Amen . .
—SAMUEL

K. De Harr
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WOMEN’S

AMERICA’S

COLLEGE

YOUTH

Perhaps the night is weary with the wind outside
sweeping the leaves up from the street and wandering everywhere. Maybe a few rain drops can be heard
along with the wind, and then gradually develop into a cloudburst of rain accompanied by thunder and
lightening.
In the dormitories of our colleges on such a night,
we find the youth of the on-coming generation which
is to shape the future world. ‘This studious college
youth is earnestly bent over his books of English, history or chemistry. I don’t by any means want to say
that each and every one of these youths of America
will amount

to something great intellectually, but who

knows whether you will be a great leader. Yes, you,
whose name will go down in history as an individual
of great achievement — a genius in his field of work.
This education which we gather at universities and
colleges is the foundation upon which to build our
life’s pattern. If we could only realize for one moment what great possibilities are in store for us, we
would take far greater care in developing these possibilities. We hope every normal student entering
the university will go out a changed person from what
he was when he entered. He is expected to look up
to higher standards of life and in so doing, the intellectual, religious and moral characteristics are
molded and strengthened.

EDITOR

.

. Beverty

C.

Tompkins

‘The interest of this college youth in his work to
obtain his goal will be very great indeed. He will
forget the rain and thunder and the troubles of life.
Perhaps he will be one of the men upon whom America will depend as a part of the great foundation for
her future.
—Martrua

*
REPORT

*

OF RED

PRINCE

*

CROSS

ACTIVITIES

It's good to see the University of Dayton women
students coming into a Red Cross College Unit of
their own

with interest, initiative, and real work.

We received response to our inquiry for participation in Red Cross affairs by an assembly given on Febtuary 6. Miss Mary Heiland, Executive Director of
Montgomery County Chapter of Red Cross, and Miss
Rose Lammel, college representative for the Eastern
Area were present, and outlined procedure for the organization of a College Unit, and gave suggestions
and points for possible activities. From that moment things began to happen. Officers were elected
and the following positions were filled: Chairman,
Rita)

McGarry;

Secretary,
with

Ada

Vice-Chairman,

Kay

Sister Agnes,

Bomford.
debates

in

Ann

Fitzgerald;

Hurried

conferences

the

lounge,

commit-

tee meetings . . . the wheels began clicking as rapidly

as

the

afghan

knitting

squares.

needles

One

turning

out

sweaters and

lassie frantically working

on

a

size 44 was heard to remark, “Boy, I would surely like
to meet the man who will fill this sweater!”

In working to the fullest of his abilities, American

youth will not say “I’m sorry I didn’t try harder when
I had

the

chance;”

instead,

he

will

have

the

keen

others

‘and

satisfaction that he is preparing himself to the greatest extent and in so doing
make them happy.
Page
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he

will

help

On Thursday, March 1, under the chairmanship of

Sue Dudlext, fifty of our girls presented an evening of
entertainment for about 200 overseas ambulatory

patients of Patterson Field Hospital.

If the reception

was any indication, the fellows really enjoyed it.

program consisted of

a variety

of

solo

dancing

The

by

Bonnie Wickleman;
with Frank Elardo
led by Mrs. Sears;
finally card games
patients.

a singing trio; piano a la Reichard
at the drums; community singing
a soldiers’ instrumental trio; and
and long conversations with the

Helen Richards and her co-workers gave the entire student body an impressive assembly on February
26 as an initial event of the opening of the War Fund
Drive. The curtain rose on a scene depicting the
great valor of the Red Cross Nurse (Jean Argast) in
her moral support of the wounded soldier (Leo Buse).
In a following scene consisting of Jean Argast, Ann
Fitzgerald, Leo Buse and Frank Elardo, Mary Cotterman gave a vocal solo and Bonnie Winckleman did a
military dance rendition. A Red Cross representative,
Mrs. Lowes then presented two films: the first illustrated the various phases of Red Cross work on foreign
soil; the second enacted the correct procedure to be
followed in soliciting funds. The latter was a preamble
to our own University canvasing of a sector in the
vicinity of the University in collaboration with the
annual Red Cross drive.

Not only does our active participation in Red Cross
work

aid

the

war

effort;

the results are

far more

in-

clusive. It gives the college women a distinctive pace
She realizes the
of her own in the active community.
contacts
valuable
making
in
her
opportunity afforded
preparing
is
she
‘Thus
world.
in the social and civic
herself for the responsibilities to come, the privilege
of being an intelligent participant in community and
world affairs.

College Units are somewhat new in Red Cross organization, and it is our hope that U. D. may find a
place among the more active College Chapters in
America.
—Lois Rupr

REA
FREIGHT

TRAINS

Freight trains! Just what do these two words connote to you? If you have ever been forced to wait
for them at crossroads you probably possess a repugnance and hope of avoidance for this bothersome but
necessary evil. Until recently, that is exactly the
feeling I had too. But that is all changed now. My
attitude towards freight trains is exactly reversed.
One night last week I was compelled to wait at a
crossing for some time while what seemed to be an

interminable length of freight cars passed.
that

I came

to

understand

freight

It was then

trains.

Here,

I

thought, was the very heart of the nation passing in
review before me. It was a panorama I had never
really noticed before.
There were cars from all over the country. There
were cars from innumerable companies, all rolling
peacefully together to their common destination. |
saw a representative from the great Santa Fe Line next
to one from the New York, New

Haven

and Hartford

line. I saw a Pere Marquette car coupled with a
Southern Pacific car. Many of the names seemed
foreign to me but there were countless others that were
familiar. ‘There was a Baltimore and Ohio car, a Big
Four car, and a Union Pacific car, all riding along congenially. I wondered if any of these cars had ever seen
each other before, had ever been coupled together before in one long, moving train. Perhaps freight cars,
too, have friends among themselves, and look for them
as each new train is assembled. I hoped that there
were some “old friends” in the group passing before
me, as old friends tend to make a trip happier and

travel easier.
But all was not happy in my heart as I thought of
the contents of the cars. There were several with
signs warning people about “Dynamite in this car.”
Then I saw several cars carrying evil looking but necessary giants. There were olive drab army tanks on their
way to battle. I wondered how the freight cars felt
about carrying these weapons of destruction, when they
could remember happy prewar days when they carried
lighter, more peaceful burdens.

On many of

the cars

I noticed

strange,

illegible

markings which some unknown hand had written. I
imagined they meant something to someone but not
to me. I wondered who the people-were, scattered
all over the nation whose writing was traveling together
to distant parts of the country, but they would nde together until the cool rain obliterated them. These
markings seemed to add character to the cars and give
them background.
It was just as this last thought ran through my
brain that I noticed the approach of the caboose which
marks the end of all good freight trains. It, too,
seemed beautiful and rather homey. I felt rather sad
at losing sight of this newly-found “friend,” for you see
now I realized that I really understood freight trains
and would never again look on them with disdain.
—CATHERINE STICH
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INTERNATIONAL
®

By

Marcarer

We

need

postwar

DAY

PROGRAM

Dierken

your

help

in solving

The

problems.

()

N LINCOLN’S
BIRTHDAY,
Dr.
Edward
Huth spoke at the Fifteenth Annual International Day at Wilberforce University, which is situated
about five miles from Xenia, Ohio. Dr. Huth spoke
on postwar housing, as the general theme was “PostWar Problems.”

Sister Agnes Immaculata and Sister Genevieve
Marie and several of us students were there and we
enjoyed a wonderful day. We had the privilege of
meeting the president, Mr. Charles H. Wesley, and
a number of the teachers. The students also were
very hospitable; they took us through several of their
fine buildings — as many as we had time for during
the lunch period.
The actual program for the day was very interesting
and educational. Dr. Charles E. Steward, Dean of
Religion at Wilberforce, began with several readings
from scripture and a prayer for understanding and
good will for all throughout the day.

President Wesley then greeted the audience and
gave a brief history of the university and of the international days, in which it has always participated.
Wilberforce is the oldest institution for the higher
and technical education of Negroes in the United
States. It was first begun in 1844, and in 1856 it
was incorporated by a board of colored and white
members.
It is now aided by the state and operated
under the auspices of the African Methodist Episcopalion church.
It consists of three colleges, one for
liberal

arts

and

sciences,

one

for

education

and

in-

dustrial arts, and a third, the Paine Theological Seminary. Its students now number one thousand and
they are from thirty-six different states and five foreign

areas.

The International Day
programs
were begun
through cooperation between Wilberforce and Antioch College, but now they are attended by representatives from colleges and universities throughout the
state.

A tribute to the memory of Lincoln was given by
Mr. Sherman Cravens of Bonebrake Seminary in Day-

ton.

Mr.

Cravens

lived

for many

years in and

Page

of Lincoln

sixteen

and

his visits te them.

family,

speaker was

Dr. Viva

Booth,

professor at Ohio State University. The
address was “Economic Postwar ProbBooth spoke of the compatibility that
among the five social institutions, the

church,

state, economic

order,

and

education,

if a society is to have harmony.
She expressed the
behef that the founders of our country began their
economy and politics according to the conceptions of
the church in the recognition of the dignity of the
individual, and the present lack of harmony is due
to changes that have been made in those original
plans. She said that the corrections now necessary
in order to put economy in harmony with the church,
should be evolutionary, not revolutionary. We should
gradually make our national economy more like it
was first planned to be.
Dr. Booth listed the basic ideas of our type of
economy as (1) belief in the right of private ownership of the natural resources of the world, (2)
belief that industries, if kept in competition, will regulate one another, and (3) belief that a suitable guide
for producers is to be found in the rising and falling
of prices on the various goods and services. However, she explained that our difficulty arises from
the formula

of “buy

low,

sell high,” which

is follow-

ed by some business enterprise; for under this formula, there is a tendency for the factory owner or the
processor of farm goods to pay the laborer or farmer
as little as possible and to sell the finished goods at
as high a price as possible. When this process continues for a long enough time, the laborer and farmer have too low an income to buy their proportionate
share of finished products and services; and though
the smaller group of wealthy people consume more
than their proportionate share, still they cannot consume all that is produced.
Dr. Booth lists the following conditions that should

be changed:

(1) the low purchasing power of large

numbers of people in the lower economic strata, (2)
the installment plan, which permits people to buy
large amounts with money they have not yet earned,
and (3) our economic imperialism, or seeking of

foreign markets and failing to buy foreign produce in

return.

near
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Agencies,
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Walker,

Cincinnati,
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Social

address,

entitled,

‘Politics

and

Minorities.”

Mr.

Walker

pointed out that three-fourths of the colored people
in the world, outside of Japan and China, are under
the rule of England, and that many of these people
are waiting for freedom. ‘Ihe American Negro is a
symbol of these people. Among the conditions the
defense
colored people should work for, he said, are
freeand
against aggression, fair employment, health,
to
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dom from poverty. ‘The minorities cannot
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two extremes is faith that private enterprise could
furnish the houses, provided wasteful competition and
small-scale production can be eliminated.
Since housing plays a primary role in life, Dr Huth
said, we must look beyond self interest to get the
housing. He said there are two avenues by which
it might be obtained. ‘The restrictive way is for legislation to determine the minimum requirements of a
house that may be lived in. The constructive way 1s
to increase the supply of good homes.
Dr. Huth pointed out that housing means different
things to different people. ‘Those who make money
through the building of houses have a different view’
point from those who live in the houses. In spite
of

talk

about

improving

conditions

after

the

war,

speculative builders are already beginning activities
that will lead to the growth of slums. He said, also,
that technically, economically and socially, housing
is one of the most backward fields in the United
States.
Following Dr. Huth’s address, there was a roundtable discussion, which concluded the afternoon session. In the evening there was a tea, a recreation
hour and a talent program by students from the various colleges. The writer was unable to stay for the
evening session, but thinks it must have been very
enjoyable.
As Sister Agnes said, we should plan to send a large
number of representatives to next year’s International
Day. It will be very enjoyable and worthwhile.
KR

“HOME

IS THE

OS

SAILOR...”

Lonely sailor, lift your eyes,
Where shines in tropic blue
The star I sent two hours ago
Across the world to you.
Home is a far off word, and strange,
A distant place I know,
But we — your people who are your home—
Are there wherever you go.
Sailor, you'll be coming soon.
Till then you're not bereft,
For He is at your right side
And I am at your left.
—A. K. BoMForD.
Page

seventeen

SSCNE

THESE-.:.:.

(Continued

from

tO
Page

ME
3)

will have cleansed the world. His belief holds strongly to suffering for the attainment of good.
Then

he told me he wanted

after the war, to
their curriculum.
with ignorance of
now. ‘They would

for American

students,

have world travelling included in
Students would not meet the world
other lands, other races as they do
all be “citizens of the world.”

How wonderful I thought after he left, to have such
great gratitude and appreciation and not to be afraid
to show it to everyone. Only men of great character
have great emotions. He must have experienced a
thrill we have missed when he read the words of our
Statue of Liberty. “Keep, ancient lands, your storied
pomp!” cries she with silent lips. “Give me your
tired, your poor, your huddled masses yearning to
breathe free, the wretched refuse of your teeming
shore. Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me,
I lift my lamp beside the golden door.”

ROS

BETRAYEST

THOU

eek

THE

SON

OF

MAN

The night is very dark to me,

As I pray in a white Gethsemane

Where

fall the shadows of a world

With whom

my colored race has quarreled.

Oh, hear the pity of my plea
That I make in a white Gethsemane
Betrayest thou the Son of man,
A self-same brother in a self-same clan.

You know not what it means to be
Before a door without a key,
For all the gentleness within
Is locked secure from my colored skin.
You know not and you will not see
Me as I pray, in a white Gethsemane
‘To God

Page eighteen

JOHN

SCHUETZ,

S.M.

Brother John Schuetz died at the University of
Dayton on January 29. He had been on the faculty
of the University for the past six years as professor
in the department of education. Before the transfer of the normal department of Mount Saint John
to the University, Brother Schuetz was professor and
head of the department of education for over twenty
years. He prepared himself for his special work at
the Catholic University of America where he made
his doctorate in the field of education. He entered
the Society of Mary in 1891 and celebrated his golden
jubilee as a Marianist in 1941 here at the University.

All the U. D. men

and women

who had classes

with Brother Schuetz will testify that he was a teacher who took his professional duties very seriously. He
was a thorough student of educational methods and
he kept himself in touch with all the advances in
his field. As a man he was somewhat of a retiring
disposition, but his genial manner won all with whom
he came in contact. He was particularly a Marianist
of deep religious convictions. Those of us who remain to cherish his memory will always recall him
as an inspiration to strive for the higher things in

life.

His passing has left a vacancy in the ranks of

the University faculty. We need many zealous and
energetic young men to step up and fill the place
left vacant in the Society of Mary by the death of

above that from every race,

Each man be given a rightful place.
—ANNE

BROTHER

MATSON

such a genuine religious as Brother John Schuetz.

All Qreshmen ..WHY

LOWER

THE

VOTING

AGE?

The question of whether or not the voting age
should be lowered is of great importance to everyone.
Most older people seem to agree that it should be lowered. They take the stand that when a boy is old
enough to fight for his country he is old enough to
vote. Surprisingly enough it is the younger generation
who are not sure that they want it lowered. I have
read many articles on the subject and so far I have
never seen an account of where, when a vote was taken

in a group of young people, the majority was for lowering the voting age. In all cases they were equally divided, or the majority was not for lowering it. In
many instances it is agreed that those who are in the
armed forces should be allowed to vote when they are
eighteen, but that civilians should not be allowed to
vote if they are under twenty-one. J very strongly agree
with that. When a boy leaves home and lives with
older men,

naturally

he will

mature

them

taught

in their

civics classes in the senior year of high school. How
many people seventeen or eighteen years of age really
sit down and read a newspaper well, including the
Usually the comic
editorial page? Not very many
pages and the headlines are skimmed over and that is
that. Then, too, they don’t know people; they cannot judge a person’s character. They tend to believe
everything they read and that is confusing. In the
third place, nine-tenths of all eighteen-year-old citizens
would vote as their parents do. That is not surprising;
it is rather natural. When a person hears a certain
opinion for, say a dozen years, from someone that he
has great faith in, he is naturally going to believe that

until

it has been

proved. different

the first few elections.
Of course these reasons do not apply to that small
group of people who are as sure of themselves at the

age of twelve as they are at the age of twenty-five.

But

it is my belief that the larger number of the ecighteen-

year-olds are not and will not be ready to vote at that
age.
—MirtAM

Rie
THE

ee

GOLDEN

KEIM

*
OPPORTUNITY

Richman, poorman, beggarman, thief,
Doctor, lawyer, merchant, chief.

faster.

There are many reasons for not lowering the voting
age and I will give a few of them. In the first place
young people are not prepared to vote. About all they

know of the government was

and that he could vote. Why change a time-honored
tradition when it is not necessary? We have gone
through other wars when eighteen-year-olds could not
vote and everything worked out satisfactorily. I believe that young people would not vote anyway after

for him

by

ex-

perience. The fourth reason is that the war will not
last forever; the law will last a long time. In ordinary
peace time boys and girls are not as mature in their
thinking as they are now. When the war is over it
will seem rather strange to see people taking time out

How glibly we repeated these words in our childhood. They meant little more than a form of amusement

then;

a rhyme

to be

while

sing-songed

count-

ing the buttons on our dress or coat. As we grew
older they took on a much more significant aspect.

Would we become

We view them differently now.
lawyers, doctors,

business

men,

nurses

Or

just

what?

Oh that depended on luck. At least we thought so
then. How changed and varied our ideas on that
subject are at this moment.

One is what he wants to be!
ever before, we are free to pursue

limit.

We

Today,

more

our hopes

than
to the

are not faced with the prejudices that con-

fronted our forefathers, even fifty years ago. A person must no longer follow in his father’s professional
footsteps. Most parents realize the necessity of youth's
making his own decision as to a career. ‘They know,
too, that happiness will be more imperfect in the life
of one in a forced position. This understanding is a
thing for which to be grateful and appreciative.

place it has always been rather an event when a per-

We face a future full of promise. ‘True, we must
do more than wish for a position to make it possible.
Yet when we take inventory of the opportunities in
store for us, success seems not only possible but probable. Although some may fall by the wayside and fail

It meant that he
son reached the age of twenty-one.
was really “grown-up,” that he could do as he pleased,

turn the probability into a reality.

from

their high

school

work

to vote,

not even finished with their education.

when

they

are

In the fifth

in attaining this goal, the person with ambition will

Education is forePage nineteen

most in the list of opportunities and steps towards advancement. Any person has a chance to go into a
variety of fields. . ‘These are the professions of business,
the technical posts, politics and a numbers of others.
Provision has been made for the working student as
well as for the wealthy one. In the professor’s eyes
both students are on the same level. Their opportunities for education are the same. ‘There is no distinction made between the rich and the poor. Neither race
nor creed is an impediment. ‘This is a democracy.
The thought may strike you . . but are not these
very opportunities, the same chances being nullified by
the war. . If I answered “‘yes” to that, I would be admitting that this great struggle is futile, and that is not
my belief. Even in this strife I can see opportunity.
Opportunity for the boys of today to make a better
world for tomorrow; a world that will be peaceful and
righteous, one in which there will be less violence to
endure and fewer threats under which to cower. Unfortunately, some will die and deprive the world of
their

work,

but

those

remaining,

the living,

will cer-

tainly profit by the dead’s sacrifice. I picture to myself a world to come steeped in the fundamental principles -- the four feedoms -- and the youth of today
will lead the way to the newer and brighter world.
God grant that I may be right.
—ANNE BurRNS

UP

EARLY

Yes, I agree with you. “Getting Up Early” is a
very uninteresting topic. Or is it? Why, it’s said that
some people even like to get up early.
‘Take the case of the young boy, say, about thirteen
years old, my brother, for instance. He has to get up
fairly early on five days of the week, but on Saturday
he could sleep until noon.

But, does he sleep?

No,

he gets up just as early on Saturday as on any other
day in the week.
Then among those who don’t like to get up early
is the fellow who did a little too much celebrating the
night before. It seems to him that he no more than
lay down, and the alarm went off.
Speaking of the fellow

who

alarm

for seven o’clock.

the alarm went off,
went downstairs and
ing for an evening of
and he had had only

Seven

o’clock rolled around,

he got up,
found that
bingo. It
an hour of

dressed himself, then
his wife was just leavwas still the same day
sleep.

We must also consider the case of the high school
girl.

She made the mistake of having a date, when she

had to get up early the next morning to go to school.
She

argues,

however,

that

it was

not

believed

he

only lay

down, when the alarm went off, brings to mind also

twenty

be-

school.

early. However, it is still more interesting, when the
whole family has to get up. The alarm has been set
for 6:30. Morning rolls around, the alarm rings, Mrs.
Jones reaches over and shuts it off. She calls to Mr.
Jones to get up. He mumbles something, rolls over,
and goes back to sleep. Junior, who is the little
brother of the family, and likes to get up early, has
also heard the alarm. He lets out a war whoop that
is heard for miles, telling the family to abandon beds.
That high school girl of ours now wakes up and is the

first to be out of bed
Along about
band again.
her husband
that he is up
truth.

and

ready

for

another

day.

then Mrs. Jones gets up and calls her husShe gets Junior ready for school and calls
again. Mr. Jones yells down the stairs
. . . and what do you know . . it’s the

Finally Junior leaves the house

for school, his

sister catches her bus, Mr. Jones leaves for work, and
Mrs. Jones . . . well, how does she do it... . yes, she
goes - - - back to bed.
—Epprr

Page

a mistake,

cause it was no ordinary date. It was a date with her
“one and only” of the week. In other words, she’s in
love. She really got in early though. As she explained to her mother, she was home at five minutes
to twelve. It wasn’t her fault that her boy friend
didn’t leave until a quarter after one. That is, it
wasn’t all her fault. Ah, yes, let’s get back to the
point in question. But don’t get me wrong; she has
no trouble getting up early. Her trouble is getting to
sleep. For the first couple hours after she gets to bed,
she lies awake dreaming of her dream-boy and wondering how much time she will be able to spend with
him tomorrow.
In the morning, she is always ready
to get up on time, for if she doesn’t, she will miss that
bus and will not get to see “that boy” on her way to

Of course, these are fine examples of getting up

BOOMS
GETTING

the man who decided to go to bed early. He had had
a hard day and went to bed at six o'clock, setting the

MARRINAN

WHAT

IS A

POPULAR

motors
mounted as the bronze hum of the airplane
swelled in their ears like little bubbles of poison.

GIRL?

In my opinion there is a very great difference be

welltween a popular girl and a well-liked girl. ‘The
r
popula
the
than
es
qualiti
lasting
liked girl has more
girl.

When the popular girl first comes on the scene the

r” and
boys are impressed by her “charming manne
her.
with
date
a
have
most of them would like to
while
a
after
and
date
Some of the boys do have that
st in boys.
they find out the reason for her great intere
for getting
means
a
She merely wants to use them as
steady bego
to
where she wants to go. She is afraid
other
with
dates
cause she thinks she may miss having
fellows.

that the more

She knows

dates she has, the

the presence of
more she will have to brag about in
other girls.

is highly reThe well-liked girl, on the other hand,
likes people and
garded by both boys and girls. She
has an interest
she is friendly towards them because she
for others is
in human nature. This consideration
not have as many
what makes her well-liked. She may
ws know that they
dates as the popular girl but the fello
ng part in school
can count on her. She takes a leadi
regard for others
affairs and other activities. Her
y.
causes them to respect her very highl

is more to be
It is easy to see which type of girl
the
boy with good sense will choose

desired. Any
use she likes him.
girl who will do things for him beca
times it is hard to
This sounds pretty good, but some
find this type of girl.
—WaALTER

KEVILLE
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THE

TRYST

that all men must
These men made a tryst. A tryst
these men came by.
make and all men must keep. But
a strange way of fulfillment.

roads, like phantoms.
They walked in mud, on lonely
the trees make ataThev lav in fields and watched
. They saw the
besques against a thin, frail moon
sheets of rain. They
rockets fly wildly through the
of a bird, and they
saw a bullet tear the breast

and lay dead on
watched him fall like a piece of clay
nded
ng grass. They watched men wou

the wet, spri
d helpless, like things
and dying and they had to stan
of stone.

an history. They
They played their part in hum
hes of Normandie.
stabbed themselves into the beac
s turned over at the
They stood firm when their heart
sickening

wail

of a shell.

Their

undaunted

stamina

These are the men who made a
are the men

who

make,

“white

tryst, and, these

crosses

row

on row,”

and
‘n the south seas, in New Guinea, and France
h
throug
ed
struggl
who
‘These are the men
Germany.
conwho
And
war.
the big and little hells of this
of
quered in the bitterest way the bitter punishment
death.

You have a debt to them.

A debt which you can

pay not quite full, for you cannot pay for their life
and you cannot pay for their death. But you can pray
e
for the eternal rest of their souls. It is possibl
the
in
box,
fund
D.
of
U.
the
to
bute
for you to contri
the
cafeteria, money for Masses for the boys from
action.
in
killed
been
have
who
University of Dayton
No matter who you are, you are welcome to give.
They died for us, and it is our duty and our privilege
to give freely for these Masses.

—ANNE

MATSON
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AN UNFORGETTABLE EXPERIENCE
In the spring of the
ington, D. C. I knew,
thing have happened to
nificent singer had been
ing in concert.

year 1939, the heart of Washwas broken. How could this
one of God’s people? A mag:
denied the privilege of appear-

Marion Anderson, one of the world’s greatest contraltos, and said by Toscanni to be the voice of the
century, had applied through her manager to the
Daughters of the American Revolution, to sing at Constitution Hall. The Daughters of the American Revolution denied her this right because she was colored.
When Secretary of Interior Ickes realized the unAmerican attitude of this group, he offered Miss Anderson the stately Lincoln Memorial, a_ fitting background for such a glorious occasion. The day chosen
was Easter Sunday, a cold, serene day. Multi-colored
crowds assembled early for this event of events.
I shall never forget the picture of Marion Anderson
as she stood, a magnificent figure, before the statue of
the great Emancipator and facing the Capitol of the
United States of America. At her feet were President
Roosevelt’s cabinet and swarmed around her so many
thousands of people that the applause would come like
waves across the Potomac.
Introducing the singer, Secretary of Interior Harold
Ickes said, “Under these skies all men are equal.” He
thereby crystallized the thoughts of all present. As
the singer lifted her voice, pride swelled in the hearts

of all those who loved her.
Thus an issue was

settled,

a precedent dissolved.
—GRraAcE PARROTT
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Potpourri.. A TRAIN

STATION

What is there about train stations that is so fascinating to some people? Could it be the structure of
the building, or the interior architecture? I am in-

clined to doubt that.

Perhaps it is the ticket office,

the train gateways, and the coffee shops. There still
seems to be something lacking. If I add the train
whistles, the station masters, and the confusion

of the

crowd hurrying to their various destinations, will I have
the answer? Maybe it would be better to analyze the
situation from my own personal experiences.

Last August, on my way home from the west, I was
forced to spend a five hour lay-over in Kansas City. It
was a miserable, rainy day, and since I had already seen
the town, inside and out, I decided

to waste my time

at the station. I checked my baggage, bought several
magazines, and walked into the waiting room. Most
of the benches were filled, but I found space at the
end of one where I could watch the throngs hurrying
in and out the doorway.
It wasn’t long before my attention was centered on
three or four children playing “Cowboys and Indians”
around the benches in the waiting room. The game
went on until they captured the little girl and began
dragging her across the floor by her feet. ‘The mother
and father sat nearby, totally indifferent to the fact
that their daughter was not only being used to sweep
the floor,

but

was

liable

to

become

bruised

on

the

particular track. Immediately dozens of people rushed
to the gate, shoving and pushing, getting their luggage

in everyone’s way.

All servicemen were told to wait at

the adjoining gate where they were permitted to board
the train before the other civilian passengers. Once I
saw a fur-smothered woman bribe a porter with a five
dollar bill to sneak her through the servicemen’s gate.
She was probably the type who would take a soldier’s
seat on the train; a soldier who

will someday

seas fighting for her.

be over-

After awhile I stood at the entrance to the depot,
and watched taxis drive up and pnload. The speed
at which they stopped, disposed of their passengers,
and reloaded four or five more people, was amazing.
The first person to jump in the empty taxi told the
driver his destination. The driver then called out the
directions, “East,” “West,” or wherever he was about
to go. It was each passenger’s own worry to see that
he got in the right cab.
By the time my train came in, I was glad to climb
aboard and head for home.
Every once in awhile,
however, my thoughts turn back to the Kansas City
Station, and the things I saw there. I really do not

think that those five hours I spent in the station were

wasted.

It was an experience

I

shall

never

regret,

because now I know what is fascinating about a train
station. It is people.
—Mave ine A. UNGER

HC

rough cement floor.
I couldn’t help noticing the Shore Patrol and Military Police standing at the entrance to the waiting
room checking the passes of servicemen. Even in that
crowded station, I’ll wager that no G.I. got past those
two brawny giants without showing his papers. There
were many soldiers and sailors sitting on the benches
with their wives and girls. Some appeared happy,
while others seemed sad. It wasn’t hard to guess
which men were leaving their dear ones behind. The
sweetest couple was a Private and his wife, who simply
sat and smiled at each other - - perfectly content just to
be together. Many of the servicemen were alone.

RADIO ANNOUNCERS
Radio announcers are one of my pet peeves. The
efforts they go through, the play on words, the gentle
insinuations, just to sell some half-baked product are
fascinating. I don’t think that they can be divided into classes or categories, but there are a few outstand-

ing and unmistakable types.

One is the peppy

type

that tries to drag you out of bed, verbally, about six in
the morning, with an assorted arrangement of cowbells,
whistles, auto horns, and a drum.

‘This fellow shames

you for having stayed in bed so long, and entreats you

These were usually sleeping or reading magazines but

to jump up and out and greet the new day.

they seemed rather lonely.

ably, had gotten up half an hour before the broadcast,

About every forty-five minutes a voice over the loudspeaker would announce
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the arrival

of a

train

on

a

and then not because he wanted to.

He, prob-

Another silky-

voiced charmer is the one who handles the “soap
operas” and tells you all about Mamie Plotz’s daugh-
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circuit, you will help

moving
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CO.

ter’s husband’s daughter’s girl-friend’s brother’s father,
or why Mamie married a paratrooper. After this
comes

the

long-awaited

commercial,

in_ which

our

friend points out the advantages of using “Whito, the
new

miracle

soap”

to get your linens, dishes, and

the

dog cleaner (and whiter, as the case may be) in one
washing. He neglects to tell you how much carbolic
acid is in the stuff and so forth. Still another type is
the character that persists in running in commercials
at the worst times on a news broadcast. A fair example: During a spiel on the Germans’ willingness to
get out of the war, he states that “the Nazis have no
stomach for war now. Speaking of stomachs, does
your stomach become touchy when you eat certain
foods? Do you feel nervous and rundown long before
the day is done? Then try Fradap’s little Ringspul
pills, only twenty-five cents a package at any drugstore,
and eat anything you please.” ‘These little capsules,
good for man or beast, are guaranteed, I suppose, to
cure you or kill you, with the accent on the _ latter.
The last of the line, the emphatic or overzealous announcer (I don’t know which), is the one who is concerned with the playing of recorded music. This particular program is supposed to run for fifteen minutes,
and if you hear a satisfactory number of records, it’s a
miracle. First, the theme song is played and then the
fun begins. The announcer horns in with a loud
“da-a-a-a-a-h, does your chewing tobacco taste different
lately? If so, try “Squeegee’s Best,” aged in garlic for
eight years.” Then records are played (believe it’ or
not) after which time our host is back again, giving directions to “Snafu’s, where you can buy the best in
zoot suits, with the reet pleat,

a drape

shape,

and

a

I thought back some fourteen years.
seated in class, the first grade.
door gave me good command over
with the outside world. It was a
perhaps Monday.
Bill’s dad had
teacher about a poor report card.
“Why was my Bill left back?” I

There I was

My place near the
all communication
March morning —
come to see the
overheard.

Mr. Ronzoni stood at the door, the teacher a little
distance in the room, and Bill between them. _ Bill’s

eyes glanced from face to face with a confused anticipation. ‘This was his trial, and the nervous stepping of
one foot upon the other showed his discomfort.

Without another word the teacher directed Bill to
the blackboard.
“Write two plus four, and add them.”
As Bill slowly wrote he looked up from time to time
to ascertain in his teacher’s expressions whether he
ought to make any alteration in his figures. While his
hand moved slowly over the board his mind raced
through the intricacies of finger counting. To manipulate the process would be a sheer give away; so he
trusted his imagination. ‘This tact was more than the
teacher ever gave him credit for, and she almost looked
confused as the back of a neat six began to appear on
the board.
“Five plus four!” came as a reprimand to this bold
success.
After Bill chalked down this new problem, he leaned

back artist-like, blinked his eyes, and
drooped as though showered with an

of a sudden
invisible rain.

stuff cuff, for less actual cash.” Then the theme again.
All commercials, incidentally, are very forcibly deliv-

There he stood awaiting the blow.

ered,

Mr. Ronzoni was a hard-working man who could not
afford to keep Bill in private school over-long. Bill

giving

the

listener the impression

that

the an-

nouncer is trying to force his way out of a badly-shrunk
shirt. But, Heaven bless ’em—they all try.
—JouHN

ey
FIVE AND

FOUR

KELLY

NINE

“Do you remember William Ronzoni, the tailor’s
boy? He died from burns received in the explosion of
the airplane in which he was a crew member.
The
only son... . Theo said he was in your class.”

“Do you remember?
class .

. . . Theo said he was in your

” Yes, I did remember.
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that

time

I saw him

occa-

on my

After all if a fellow were really hard pressed for it
and had the humility, he would ask for the sum of five
and four with reasonable assurance of getting an an-

Ae
MAKES

was transferred, and from

sionally as I passed through his neighborhood
way to the delicatessen.

swer.

‘That

was

his trial,

however,

and

he

There seemed to be no question of helping him.

failed.

What effect this bad start had on Bill’s subsequent
progress and initiative, I cannot say. Perhaps some
good came of it. In any event he was willing to give
his life for whatever consideration he might have received from his fellow men.
—CHArRLES Davin RocceMANN
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by Chesterfield’s three top qualities...

outfit...
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And when your G. I. Joe steps out of khaki into a
blue pin-stripe and he’s home for keeps, you’ll again
enjoy Chesterfields together and agree that nothing
measures up to their...
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